Courteous R E A D E R, 

HIS is the ninth Year of my Endeavours to^ferve thee 
in the Capacity of a Calendar- Writer. 




The Encourage- 
ment I have met with muft be^afcrib’d, in a great Meafure, to 
your Charity, excited by the open honed Declaration I made of 
my Poverty at my firft Appearance* This my Brother Philo- 
maths could, without being Conjerevs, difeover 5 and Poor 
Richard's Succefs, has produced ye a Poor Will , and a Poor 
Robin ; and no doubt Poor John , &c, will follow, and we fhall 
all be in Nirme what fome Folks fay we are already in FaB, 

A Parcel of poor Almanack Makers. During the Courfe of thefe 
nine Years, what Bufferings have I not fuftained ! The Frater- 
nity have been all in Arms. Honed Titan , deceas’d, was rais’d, 
and made to abufe his old Friend. Both Authors and Printers 
were angry. Hard Names, and many, were bedow’d on me. 
They deny ’d me to be the Author of my own Works ; declar’d 
there never was any fuch Perfon ; afierted that I was dead 60 
Years ago ; prognosticated my Death to happen within a Twelve- 
month with many other malicious Inconfidences, the Efte&s 
of blind Paflion, Envy at my Succefs 5 and a vain Hope of de- 
priving me (dear Reader) of thy wanted Countenance and Fa- 
vour.— Who knows him t they cry : Where does he live f 

But what is that to them ? If I delight in a private Life, have 
they any Right to drag me out of my Retirement ? I have good 
Reafons for concealing the Place of my Abode. ’Tis time for 
an old Man, as lam, to think of preparing for his great Re- 
move. The perpetual Teeing of both Neighbours and Stran- 
gers, to calculate Nativities, give Judgments on Schemes, ere£ 
Figures, difeover Thieves, dete& Horfe-Stealers, deferibe the 
Route of Run- a ways and ftray’d Cattle ; The Croud of Vic- 
tors with a 1000 trifling Queftions ; Will my Ship return fafe f 
Will my Mare win the Race ? Will her next Colt be a Pacer ? 
When will my Wife die f Who shall be my Hujband, and HOW 
LONG firfi ? When is the beft time to cut Hair, trim Cocks , 
or fow Sallad f Thefe and the like Impertinences I have now 
neither Tafte nor Leifure for. I have had enough of ’em. All 
that thefe angry Folks can fay, will never provoke me to tell 
them where I live. I would eat my Nails firft. 

My laft Adverfary is J. J n, Philomat. who declares 

and protefts (in his Preface, 1 741) that the falfe Prophecy put 
in my Almanack , concerning him, the Year before , is altogether 
falfe and untrue .* and that I am one of Baal's falfe Prophets . 
This falfe, falfe Prophecy he fpeaks of, related to his Reconci- 
liation with the Church of Rovie ; which, not withftan ding his 
Declaring and PMefting, is, I fear, too true. Two Things in 
his elegiac Verfcs confirm me in this Sufpicion. He calls the 
Firft of November by the Name of All Hallows Day. Reader; 
does not this fmell of Popery ? Does it in the leaft favour of 
the pure Language of Friends ? But the plaincft Thing is ; his 
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Adoration of Saints, which he confers to be his Pratt*, in 

thefe Wet ^’ ) P ) ^ LjVnwWr did me befat. 

To my dear Mary then 1 would colli 
Did he think the whole World were ^^ t a » CatLlicks 
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